
l6 TheTragedyofOt hello 

Enter Othello,^ Attendants. 

Caf. Tis trucly fo. 

Def. Lets mcete him,and receiue him. 

Caf. Loe, where he comes* 

Oth . O my fairc Warriour. 

Def My deare Othello . 

Oth. It giues me wonder great as my content. 

To fee you here before me : O my foulcs ioy, 
if after euery tempeft, come fuch calmcncfle. 

May the winds blow,till they haue wakened death. 

And let the labouring Barke clime hills cffcas, 

Olympus highland duck againc as low, 

Ao hell’s from Heaueru If it were now to dye, 

T’were now to be moll happy^for I fcare 
My foule hath her content fo abfolute. 

That not another comfort,like to this 
Succeeds in vnknowne Fate,^ 

Def. TheHeauensforbicf, * 

But that our loues and comforts Ihould incrcafe, 

Euen as our dayes doe giowe. 

Oth. Amen to thatfweete power, 

I cannot fpeake enough of this content, , 

It flops me heerCjit is too much of ioy : . 

Andthis,and this,the greatefldifcord be, .theykjffe-. 

That ere our hearts (Ball make. 

lag. O,you are well tim’d now. 

But lie fee downe the pegs, that make this mufique, 

Ashoncft aslam. 

Oth . Come, let vs to the CafUe : 

Newes friends, our warres arc done, the Turks arc droWnds 
How doe cur old acquaintance of the Ifle ; 

,Honny,you fhall be well defir’d in Cypres; 

I haue found great louc amongft them : O my fyvccte,. 

I prattle out of fafbion, and I dote, 
la mine one comforts : I preethee good 
Goc to the Bay, and difimbarke my Coffers; 

Bring thou the Matter to the Cit cadell ; 

Be? 


The Moore of Venice. 




He is a good one, and his worthinefle. 

Does challenge much refpeft : come I) if demon a. 

Once more well met at Cypres. Exit . 

lag. Doe thou meetc me prelcntly at the Habourj'come hither. 
If thou beeft valiant,a$ they fay,bafe men being in louc, haue then 
aNobility in their natures, more then is natiue to them — lift me, 
the Leiutenant to night watches on the Court of Guard. - firft I will 
tell thee, this Dcfdemona is direftly in Ioue with him. 

Red , With him? why tis not pofliblc. 
lag. Lay thy finger thus, and let thy foule beinftrufted : marke 
me,with what violence fhc firft lou’d the Moore, but for bragging, 
and telling her fantafticall lies; and willflieloue bimfliil forpra- 
ting? let not the difereet heart thinkefo. Hereyemuftbefed, and 
what delight (hall fhc haue to look on the Diucll ? When the blood 
is made dull with the aft offport,thcre Ihould be againe to inflame 
it,and giue faciety a frcfli appetite. Loue lines in fauour, fympathy 
in yeares,manners and beauties, all which che Moore is defeftiue in.* 
now for want of thefe requir’d conueniences , her delicate tender- 
neffe will findc it felte abus’d,bcginne to heaue the gorge, difrellifio 
and abliorrethc Moore,very nature will inftruft her to it, and cocn- 
pell her to fome fccond choyce .* now fir, this grant ed,as it is a moft 
pregnant and vnforced pofition, who Hands (o eminently in the de- 
gree of this fortune, as Cafsie does ? a knaue vt ry voluble, no fardcr 
confcionabIc,chen in putting on the metre forme of ciuill and hand- 
feeming,for the better compnfling of his fait and hidden affefti- 
ons: Afubtleflippery knaue, a finder out of occafions; that has an 
eye, can ftampe and counterfeit the trueaduantagcsReuer preferst 
thcmfclues.Befides,the knaue is handfome,yong, and hath all thole 
requifices in him that folly and green mindcs look, after; a peftilent 
compleatc knauc,and the woman has fouud him already. 

Red. I cannot bclee»eth3tinher,fliec’sfullof moft bleft con- 
dition. 

lag. Bleft figs end .-the wine ftieedrinkesismadcof grapes: if 
flic had bcenc bleft, flic would neuer haue lou’d the Moore. Didft 
thou not fee her paddle with thepalme of his hand ? 

Rod. Yes, but that was but courcefie. 

lag. Lechery , by this hand : an Index . and prologue to the hi - 

£2 ftory. 
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